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Out On The Streets 


Author's Notes: 

TRIGGER WARNING: This story includes rape, prostitution, domestic violence, verbal abuse, physical abuse, and 
other highly sensitive things that may upset or disturb some! DO NOT READ IF YOU DO NOT THINK YOU CAN 
HANDLE THIS STORY. 


ONCE AGAIN: IT IS AND WILL GET GRAPHIC. 


| watched him put on his clothes from where | was lying on the bed. Him. The one that | loved so dearly. Him. 
The one that | hated with every ounce of my being. him. The reason that l'm lying here in pain. Him. The one 
who told me he loved me. Him. The one who broke my heart into a million pieces, every day. What was | 


thinking getting in with him? | was I5 years old and | didn't expect to make it to 20. Especially not with him.. 


| watched as he put on his tight, white pants, his matching white crop-top shirt that exposed his tiny midriff, 
his white black cowboy boots that he never seemed to take off. He walked to the mirror and began carefully 
applying makeup to his already feminine facial features. He's so vain and womanly, it's basically like dating a 


chick with a dick. But | feel a woman.someone that's my own gender, wouldn't treat me as badly as he does. He 


beats me daily to make sure | know who wears the pants here, then he dresses me in the sluttiest clothes 
you've ever seen and takes me out to bars so all the guys there can lust over me. Sometimes he makes me 
get up on the table and dance for them.sometimes they want a little more than that, but Axl doesn’t allow 
that. No.no, only him and his bandmates could have sex with me. Most of the time | didn't want to, but Axl 
made me because they'd pay him $25 for ‘a piece my hot ass‘. When | didn't comply with Axl, he'd send in 
Izzy. 


Izzy. 
| hate Izzy. 


Axl had known him since middle school so they were thick as thieves, meaning Izzy would do anything for Axl 


and vice versa 


So when | refused to have sex with one of the members of Guns N Roses (Axl's band), he'd have Izzy come in 
and violate me. Over. And over. And over. He'd stick his dick so far down my throat that | would choke. He 
never hit me while he was doing this though. | guess he was just fine with raping a girl, but hit one? No, that 


was too far! Not like | needed more slaps and punches anyway, Axl gave me enough of those. 

| can't remember the last time | enjoyed sex. | don't think | ever enjoyed it though, seeing as | lost my virginity 
through Axl holding me down in a filthy bathroom in a music club and having his way with me. He said that he 
‘needed some pussy’ and | was the ‘prettiest girl there’. 


I've been with him ever since. 


We Always Cross The Line 


Author's Notes: 
Thanks for the reviews on the last chapter guys! But hey, | haven\'t figured out a name for the main 
character yet, so | was wondering if you guys had some ideas for a name for her? If you do, leave them in 


the comments section or send me a message. Thanks for reading! :) 


Should | tell you more about myself? | don't think so. You wouldn't listen anyway, would you? I'm not interesting 
anyway. I'd depress you. Hell, | depress myself if | stay inside my head too long. 


Maybe that's why | stay with Axl and his band of freaks. They're something to think about constantly. They're 
always on my mind, even if the reason they are isn't that great. It's a distraction, a distraction from having to 
think about my life. A distraction from having to think about the life | could've had. A distraction from having 
to think about the life | did have. A distraction from having to think about the family | left behind. 


| guess | will tell you my story, eh? 


I've been a sad little fucker for a while now. | stopped being happy around age 8, which was when my life went 
to hell. My dad lost his job and got really bitter; he started drinking a lot and dabbling in cocaine and marijuana. 
My mom of course didn't like this, and she tried to get him to stop, but he wouldn't. And then, one day, it 
happened. 


He hit her. 
And it happened the next day. And the next. And the next. 


| was heartbroken, how could my dad do this to my mom? | thought they'd loved each other so much. | had 
misconstrued ideas about love and relationships. | had it in my head that being in love and being married was 
just like in the fairy tales. That when you fell in love and married someone, everything would always be happy. 
You would always be happy. Well that was a bunch of bullshit, as | found out. | watched my mom go from this 
happy, joyus, positive, generous woman to a sad, depressed, bitter shred of what she was before. She drifted 
farther away from us day by day. She was lost in her own world | guess. 


By that time | was around 10, and | started cutting. | found that it caused me just enough pain to take my 
mind off what was going on in my family life and that it was a good alternative to suicide. Why didn't | just kill 
myself you ask? Why didn't | get away from my fucked up parents? 

Because | had a brother. A sweet, innocent little brother. His name is Dean. He was only | when my dad lost his 
job and now he was 3. Despite what he'd seen and heard in our house, he was still so happy and cheery. 
Hugging our mom, hugging our dad, even if he was pushed away or just given a half-hearted grunt in return. | 


basically raised him for the time | was there. | haven't seen him in about 2 years or so. Fuck, | miss him more 


than you will ever know. 


That brings us to why the fuck I'm here with Axl. When | was 13 | decided to run away. | just couldn't take it 
anymore. | just couldn't live with my parents anymore; they were destroying me just like they'd destroyed 
themselves. So | decided to run away to the Sunset Strip. It always looked so great and fabulous from the tv 


shows I'd seen. 
Turns out there's a helluva lot of freaks out here. 


| managed to get into this sleazy little music club even though | was underage, although the people there didn't 


seem to give a flying fuck who came through their doors, as long as they were making money.they didn't care. 
| wish they did 

| wish they would've turned me down at the door. 

| wish they would've told me to go home, told me this was no place for a little girl like me. 

| wouldn't have met him if that had happened. 

| didnt even notice him before it was too late. 


I'd went into the bathroom to wash my hands and before | knew what was happening, there was a hand over 
my mouth and someone whispered in my ear "Don't be afraid," then dragged me into the bathroom stall 
and..you guys know what happened next. After that he basically owned me, | was his bitch, | followed his 
instructions and nobody else's. | could've run away from him while it was still early on, while | still had a 
chance. But | didn't want to go back to my parents, they probably didn't even care I'd left. He - | guess | should 
call him by his name..Axl. Axl was my only life support. He was the only one | had. He fed me and clothed me 
and gave me a place to live, even if the food was cheap and the clothes were slutty and the apartment was 
shit.it was something. And for some reason, | felt more loved than | had in a long long time. Sadly, it's still like 
that. He's still my only life support and he still makes me feel loved (don't ask me how). 


Heh, remember how | was saying that | ran away from my parents because they were destroying me and | 


had to get away from that? 


Funny that | still wound up with people who are destroying me. 


We\'re Gonna Go, But Then We\'l See You Again 


Author's Notes: 
I\'ve picked a name for our lead character! Her name is Lydia Renee! It\'s a cross between two names 


KSwaggerl23 suggested! :D 


Also | know there isn\'t much dialogue between the characters and it\'s more of Lydia\'s inner thoughts right 


now, but trust me, there will be more interaction/conversation between the characters eventually ahaha. 


Back to the present time | guess, or the present hell. Either one. Its another night out for me and Axl, we're 
going to meet up with his bandmates at one of those music club/bars. | forget which one. 


We made it to what turned out to be the Whiskey A Go Go well before any of the others got here and Axl 


barely conversed with me, so | was alone with my thoughts again. | thought about Axl's bandmates. 


They're generally okay guys, with the exception of Izzy. | don't hold much of a grudge on them about the rape 
stuff because they actually don't know | wasn't a willing participant. They think | made a deal with Axl to be a 
little whore, they think me and Axl see eye to eye even though they see how he treats me. Every time Axl 
sends me in the room with one of them, he tells me to make sure that | don't cry or give any signs that | 
don't want to be there. ‘Look like you're enjoying it, is what he whispers into my ear. He does this because he's 
afraid that his sorry ass will get busted one day and go to prison or something. And with his womanly looks, 
he knows the guys in there will just go to town on his ass. So | do, | act like I'm enjoying it. If only one of them 
could see what happens after they leave. How | cry for hours in the shower, trying to scrub the dirty feeling 
off of me, trying to escape from what | feel. That's on a good day, that | get to stay in the shower for hours. 
Most days, Axl pulls me out of the bedroom immediately and back into his deranged world. On a good day, he'll 
either be too tired to go or sympathetic and he'll let me do whatever | want. Axl has a mildly sweet side to 
him | suppose, although it barely shows. 


"Ax!" a voice says, interrupting my thoughts. | look up and see Steven, the drummer of Axl's band, and Slash, 
the guitarist of his band, standing in front of us. "Slash, Steve, man!" Axl exclaimed in his deep, low voice. Axl 
had everything womanly down - except the voice. He had the face, the hair, the body, the clothes, even his 
laugh was high-pitched..but that voice was a dead giveaway. It was one of the few things | liked about Axl. 


"Hey man, are Duff and Iz here yet?" Steven asked as he slid into our booth, sitting next to me and smiling. 
Steven's a good guy, fury, outgoing and generous. Him and Axl are such polar opposites, | don't know how 
Steven stands being in a band with him. "Do you see them here?" Axl asks sassily "No," Steven replies "Well 
then obviously they're not here yet!" Axl hissed back. Steve simply rolled his eyes and | could tell Slash was 
too underneath his dark, curly hair that covers his eyes and most of his face. "We're here now fucker," | 
heard Duffs already mildly drunken voice say as he appeared, clapping Axl on the shoulder "Alright! Now we 
can get this party started!" Axl laughed as Duff climbed over him to sit next to me so Axl's little minion could 


sit next to him. | can't stand Izzy. He barely speaks and usually talks to Axl in a whisper, although he's vocal 
with the other guys. The sight of him makes me sick. The creepy little fucker, always watching with those 
beady eyes of his. Like a bird. "| have to use the bathroom," | announce as | stand up and scoot past Steven 
"Don't be too long babe," Axl says "I won't," | reply. 


In the bathroom, | start to feel sick, ‘Fuck | think in my head as my stomach starts to hurt and | start to get 
increasingly hot. | had better not throw up. | go out of the stall and splash water on my face repeatedly when 
| hear the door open. | figure it's just another patron and continue with what l'm doing, but it isn't long before 
| can tell someone is staring at me. | look up into the mirror and see Izzy standing behind me, arms crossed, 
leaning against a stall, and a smug shit-eating smirk on his face. "What do want Izzy?" | ask bitterly as | dry 
my face on a paper towel "Axl sent me in here to keep an eye on you..make sure you don't do anything out of 
whack," he replied. | scoffed "It's a bathroom," Izzy walked closer to me "Axl says you've been seeming sad 
over the past few weeks," "I'm fine, okay?" "He's worried that you've..gone back to some of your old ways," 
Izzy said as he took my arm and lifted it up, shifting his gaze to the fading scars on my wrists and forearms. 
Axl hated that | cut before | met him and he hated the scars on me even more. He was a perfectionist, 
everything had to look perfect. And Axl considered my scars an ugly stain on an otherwise ‘perfect person. To 
quote him.."No one likes damaged goods,". Of course the little faggot sent Izzy in! He doesn't trust me enough 
to believe that I've stopped cutting. He probably thinks l'm hiding in here slicing my wrists. "Are you sure? Are 
you really okay?" Izzy whispered as he moved my arm closer to his face and started kissing it "You fuckin’ 
pervert! That's gross man," | said as | snapped my arm away from his grasp and noticing that | was starting 
to get dizzy “I'm not gonna hurt you," Izzy said as he stepped closer to me while | stepped back. The whole 
room started spinning and | felt like | was going to throw up "Izzy!" | shouted, reaching out for his hand, he 
nearly grabbed it in time to stop me from falling, but he wasn't quick enough. The last thing | remember is 
hitting my head on the side of the sink and my body hitting the floor. 


With Or Without You 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry for the wait guys (| hope you enjoy this though. 


"You act like everything is my fault! Even things beyond my control are my fault!" | shouted to Axl "Don't sass 
me bitch," Axl snarled as we continued walking, picking up pace with each step "Don't sass me bitch," | mocked 
him "Yeah well fuck you and everything you believe," | continued. Axl spun around, grabbed me by the throat 
and slammed me against the brick wall of the nightclub to our left "Don't fucking try me or | will fucking 
slaughter you in your sleep," he whispered to me as he pressed me further into the wall with his body, still 
keeping a death lock on my neck. | gasped for breathe, knowing I'd taken it too far. But damn | was fucking tired 
of having the weight of the world on my shoulders because of him. 

Y'know what he said in the Whiskey when | finally woke up? 

He told me to "Stand up bitch and quit being a fucking wimp," 

| had just passed out randomly, who knows what that could be a sign of, and he just tells me to stop being a 
wimp? | didn't purposely make myself pass out! This was something completely beyond my goddamn control but 


yet he blamed me as always. 
| shouldn't have expected anything else of him though. 


He dragged me out of the bar by my arm and ever since we left we'd been arguing. And now I'd really set him 
off. | squirmed underneath him and then | felt a bulge in his tight pants. The sick bastard was getting off on 
this. 


‘Oh yeah, wriggle and squirm all you want, ‘cause it's only turning me on," he 

said, voice dripping with lust. He slowly licked my cheek, which was now 

streaked with tears. He slowly let go of my throat and promptly shoved his tongue down my throat. | knew 
what was next. He was gonna take me in some dark alley and fuck me until he was satisfied. "Let's go 
somewhere a litle less..public," he said as he took my hand. We walked for a bit until we reached an alley 
"Perfect," he said, turning to me and smashing me to the side of a dumpster. His breathing increased rapidly 
as he kissed me and rubbed his hands all over my body. | shuddered as he ran his hands over my breasts. 


You'd expect his hands to be ice cold, because thats what they look like. They look so pale and calloused and 
cold, but in reality they were ridiculously warm. | hated those hands. They were misleading. 


"Ohhhhh," Axl moaned as he thrust his cock farther into my mouth, "Yeah, that's good. You're a good little 
girl," he breathed as he tangled his hands through my hair. 


God, | can't stand him calling me “little girl". 


"Now for the good part," he said as he slid his dick out of my mouth and got down to my level "Lay down," he 
instructed, with his ever-present shit eating smile on his face. | laid on my back on the cold ground, nothing | 
wasn't used to. 


And it began. 
He thrust in and out of me repeatedly, fast and hard. 


| wanted to cry but | didn't want him to see how weak | am. Because deep down inside, | know l'm a wimp. Just 


like Axl said. Everything probably IS my fault, because when isn't it? 


"Ohh oh oh god l'm gonna cum! Ohhh yeah, l'm gonna cum all inside of you," Axl said as he thrust deeper in 
me, | could tell he was about to explode "AAAAAGHHHHHH,” he screamed as he came inside of me, | felt his 
semen filling me and | lost it. | started crying and sobbing and begging for him to get off of me. 


"You liked it and you know it," he whispered in my ear. | wanted to protest and scream that | didn't like it. | 
wanted to for once, cry out for help. Maybe someone would find us, maybe someone would see what Axl was 


doing, maybe I'd be saved from him. 


But | didn't. He controlled me with an iron fist. If | did get him arrested, there's no doubt that once he got out, 
he would hunt me down and most likely kill me. | looked up into his eyes, and they were emotionless. He felt no 
remorse for what he did and what he's done. The sight of him made me sick but | couldn't leave him..and in a 


way...| couldn't live without him. 


Everything For You 


Author's Notes: 
Nye decided to take a look from Axl\'s point of view in this chapter. Of course, it\'s a very disturbing point of 


View. 


And wow, \‘ve managed to update it quickly P :) 


=Axlis POV = 

She's mine. She's all mine. She'll do as | say because she is mine and mine only. 

She acts so fucking ungrateful after all I've given her, hell | coulda just left that bitch to die on the streets of 
LA! But I took her into my home and | took her into my entire life and | didn't let her die. The least thing she 
could do is show some damn respect. 

This ‘passing out bullshit, | know she's making herself do this or something righteously fucked up like that. 
She's trying to escape me. 

She's trying to get away. 

She's drifting farther. 

But I'll always be there to pull her back to me, where she belongs. 

She isn't good for anything besides a quick fuck though, on good days she'll actually make me some money but 
she does so much bitching and crying beforehand that | can't even take it. She doesn't cook, she doesn't clean, 
she doesn't go shopping or get a job, none of that shit. She says she's "in pain’. Well I've been in pain my whole 
fucking life from rejection and torment and beatings and surviving a living hell, but she doesn't see me bitching 
about it and becoming a worthless piece of shit that lounges around all fuckin’ day. Hell, | even have to dress 
her sometimes! 

Does she ever think about me? Does she ever think about my happiness? What I've went through in life? 


NO! 


Constantly being pushed around, being beaten by my stepfather, watching my siblings being beaten Almost 
getting raped on my first day in LAI 


People call me a faggot and tell me | have a "complex" for dressing so womanly but acting so manly (and 
according to them, "misogynist-like"). My so called therapists think | have a complex from being told as a small 
child by my stepfather that women were evil, then turning around and being told by my grandma that men 
were evil. They think it's manifested to the point where I've become a cross of both and have a mutual hatred 


of both genders. 


But that's a load of bullshit! They probably made that up because of my clothes or my makeup or something 


trivial like that. | dress how | do because | fucking want to, not because | have some goddamn "complex". 


So now I'm here, in LA, with my no-good girlfriend, lying in the goddamn bed, listening to her breathe, and l'm 


on the verge of tears for no reason. 

| don't understand. 

| don't understand why she doesn't love me more. 

Why doesn't she accept me? 

Why doesn't she need me? 

Why the fuck do | even care of her opinion though? Her opinion is useless. 
But that one question rings in my mind. 

Why doesn't she love me more.l've done everything for her, have | not? 

| saved her. 

| saved her from herself. 

| saved herself from the cold, hard streets of LA. 

| saved her from an early death. 

But she still acts like I'm the most vile thing she's ever seen or been in the presence of. 


Why? 


Here 


Author's Notes: 
İt starts off with Axi\'s point of view again. Enjoy :) 


| woke up at lke 3am with a start. | was breathing heavily, covered in sweat, and shaking 

A nightmare. 

lused fo get real bad nightmares when | was a little kid, but | hadnt had a nightmare in years, especially not of 
this calber. Everything in it seemed so real, yet | couldnt place what was going on and | was already starting to 


lose memory of what it was about. 


| looked over and outstretched my hand to touch Lydia, but my hand was just met with a cold spot on the bed 
where she would usually lay. 


‘Lyda?" | whispered quietly, looking around the room, but she wasn't there 
/ was alone 

Abandoned 

Alone 

Abandoned 

Alone 

h my tme of need, no one was there 
Alone 

Abandoned 

Alone 

Abandoned 


Those words rang in my head, nearly driving me insane. | was scared, and when | get scared, | get angry. | could feel 


my blood boiling as those words continued fo ring through my head, seemingly getting louder. | put my hands on the 
side of my head, trying fo block out the voices. 


Alone 
Abandoned 
Alone 

No one loves you 


'LYDIAAAAAI!" | screamed at the top of my lungs as | rolled out of bed, hitting the floor with a painful thump. | 
quickly tried to stand up, but I fell back onto the floor. | stood up again and staggered out of the bedroom; | saw 
Lydia coming towards me "Axl, what's wrong?" she asked, looking scared "Where the fuck were your" I breathed 
angrily. 


- Lyda's POV - 


| had gotten up and went into the kitchen because Axl had kept tossing and turning in his sleep and | was too tired 
and annoyed to deal with that. | was getting a glass of water when | heard the most horrifying, bloodcurdling, loud 
scream Id ever heard And it was my name being screamed | quickly placed it as Axls and | ran to go see what 
was wrong, | saw him stumbling towards me in the hall "Axi, whats wrong?" | asked He looked me straight in the 
eyes and snarled "Where the fuck were you?" | looked into Axls eyes and they were basically black 


Oh this was bad 


Axis eyes never turned black unless he was experiencing a bout of extreme, white hot, uncontrollable rage or 
anger. Id only seen his eyes turn black a few times, but the times that they did have been the worst and most 


destructive Id ever seen him. 

"Axl." | whispered shakily 

Before | knew what happened, Axl had body slammed me fo the floor "Where were you?!" he screamed '! was in 
the other room!" | cried "Why? Why were you in the other room? Why weren't you with me? | needed you!" "You 
needed me? For what?" "! HAD A NGHIMARE!" 

Then | knew. 


| knew why he was so upset. 


He'd fold me about the nightmares he used to have, how horrifying and real they'd be, how they'd haunt him for 
days. 


Then | realized something else..that was why he was kicking. He was having a nightmare. 1 shouldve been there for 


him' | said to myself. 


| looked at him, he was still pinning me to the ground, holding my arms above my head Axl may be upset on the 
outside, but | knew that on the inside, he was terrified and scared Ih a quick motion | wrapped my legs around his 
waist/back "What are you doing?" he asked disgustedly "I wanna hug you," | said, he looked surprised but he let go 
of my arms, and | wrapped them around his neck. | cuddled him tight info me, wrapping my arms and legs tighter 
around him. Affer 5 minutes of silence | heard hm start to cry. 


"Im here Axl." | whispered "lm here for you," 


